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Are You Sure of Your
Baking Powder ?

Do you feel satisfied that the baking
powder you are using is absolutely safe and
certain ?

Have you read the label to see if it con-
tains alum?

Dr. Price’s is free from alum or any
doubtful or unwholesome ingredient. It is
made from Cream of Tartar, derived from
grapes, pure and healthful beyond any
questicn.
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Sixty years the standard

Dr.PRICE’S

CREAM

BAKING POWDER

Made from Cream of Tartar No Alum
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Sanday morning about 3:30 A.
M. Juan Florez, a native of Old
Mexico, decided to declare war
on U. S. and proceeded to shoot
up the American restuarant.

The descendant of Confucious
who managed the establishment
and those present evacuated at
the first shot, and while none of
them surrendered, no one stayed
to hold the fort. Dave Daven-
port walked leisurely out to find
the marshal and in less than two
minutes after the first shot was
fired Bobby Burns had garnered|
tirely rvsuuusih]u for the action of‘.in Lhe diSturber and to‘)k hlm t(}_
Chas, Detrick in  endorsing the | the county castle. Later he ap-|
Democratic nominees in his talks peared = court to answer the'
both in Flagstaff and \\'i“iam:,‘Conlpialn‘t of Bobl:_}_v Bu’rns and |
and will assume all responsibility plead g_“‘“'f, to being disorderly
fur thi BAIRE. and paid a fine of $25.

Notice
All persons are hereby notified to
not purchase any horses branded in
my iron

SPEAKER CHAS. DETRICK
EACDEEEDS HS AUTHORITY

Fracsrarr Ocr. 27 - Chas. Detrick,

I
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from C. W Dodd without a bill of

‘ sale from me.
day night, called down the wrath

a miner, who gpoke on the initiative
measures at the Court House Mon
W. W. Bass

Dated Grand Canyon,
 Oct. 25th 1914

and disapproval of local unions and Arizona,
card men in general by endorsing

the entire democratic ticket.

It has been the policy of every' .
organization to steer clear of politi- N?F“:'e'_ ;
cal tarmoil as nothing will disrupt This is to certify that lam en-
unions quicker than poiitics. Un-
ions are composed of men of Dem-
cratic, Republican, Progressive,
Socialist and other beliefs, there-
fore it is not wise to let politics en-
ter into the workings of these or-
ganizations,

Following is the exchange of
communications between local un-
ions and the secretary of the State
Federation of Labor:

Copy Telegram sent, Oct. 27th,

1914,

Patsy Hoolihan

SAGINAW CAMPS

The writer visited the Saginaw
Lumber Camps notth of Bellemont
on Saturday night where the demo-

Ladies Ready to wear Coats
$5.95 to $22.00
S. Folz the Tailor

Labor Meeting.

| way between them, and

R. A. Campbell.
Secretary Labor Couneil,
Pheenix, Arizona.
Chas. Detrick from Gold Roads
made speech here. Does he rep-
resent State Federation,

cratic candidates on the county
ticket and the Flagstaff vrecinet
were present to hold a political
meeting. Camp No.10 was reached
'f about supper time where the fam-
"cus hospitality of the Saginaw peo-
ple was enjoyed by a et of hangry
poditicisns. D hese  present were
loud in praise the treat-
ment received from Angust Lind-
Charles and the

The labor Union Meetings held
in Flagstaff and Williams were
both well attended and Charles|
Detrick proved an interesting and |
entertaining speaker. '

and was
he authorized £ publically endorse
“~~candidates for ccunty offices, with-

out the congent of Local Unions.

attemut at oratory but spoke from
a luborer’s view point held the at-
tention of bis hearers from the
haginning.

their of

Jorx A HeENry.
ANSWER RECEIVED.
Mr John A Henry,
Flagsiaff, Arizona:

Chas, Detrick was authorized by
me to spesk on initiated measures,
have no knowledgement of his en
dorsing any candidates,

R. A. CanpPRELL,

strum and his son
cooks and those who assisted in
making the reception which the
cerdicates received possible,  Af-
‘ter the supper dishes were cleared
away speaking was indulged in by
;ull the candidates which was thoro-
those present.

Worn Out?

No doubt you are, if
you suifer from any of the
numerous ailments to
which an women are sub-
ject. Headache, back-
ache, sideache, nervous-
ness, weak, tired feeling,
are some of the symp-
toms, and you must rid

ourself of them in order
o feel well. Thousands
of women, who have
been benefited by this
reinedy, urge you to

TAKE

The Woman's Tonls

Mrs, Sylvania Woods,
ofClifton Mills, Ky., says:
“Before taking Cardui,
I was, at times, so weak |
could hardly walk, and
the pain in my back and
head nearly killed me,
After taking three boitles
of Cardui, the pains dis-
appeared. Now lfeel as
well asleverdid. Every
suffering woman should

try Cardui.™ Getabotile
today. E-68
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‘ughly enjoyed hy
Among the voters from a distance
-q’ ‘re :".‘ f = . ' -

T Icl *I 'In_?g, = "_r' U{j L. | were seen Pete Michelboak, Christ.

he local union “an? it un tr_'Conlslml, Matt Black. Steve Rek
etood that they are strictly non- | =
; in thia clecti -d d and Mrs B. England.
Jac - 2
i, i el u?um = ]n Considerable credit is due Alex
not approve of the action taken by Pinke Finerion fok

Detrick rton and Chas
etrick.

their courtesy in making it possible
ifor the voters to be present. The
Ladies Ready to wear Skirul meeting  was called to order by
$2.75 to $8.60 County Sce. Geo. A, Fleming who
S. Folz the Tailor intr duced Chas, Lindstaom acting

chuirman of the meeting. Mr

Ladies Ready_to wear Dresses | Lindstium in a few choice words
$6.25 to $21.00 introduced each speaker in turn
S Folz the Tailor fand (uitted himself very creditably

TO REPUBLICANS: The Republican State Committee is in
need of funds to carry on its campaign. It has no office holders
to assess  With the meager funds at its disposal it has made a
good fight. Tt looks as tho we can win if we had the funds to
pay the absolutely necessary expenses of the campaign. The
The peaple want a change and the republican party offers the
onlv chance to effnet it.  The Hupt administration should and
Look at

your tax notices and figure that you can =ave miany dollars with

ean be compelled to go if we can combine our efforts,

a republican administration.

Send any contribution you see fit, at once, large or small,

toy R mbiliean State Committee, Phoenix, Arizonmn.

He made no |

ThHe L.and
of Broken
Promises

A Stirring
Story of the
Mexican

e tinon

———— e A g A

By
DANE COOLIDGE

ssher of ““The Fighting Fool.” “Hidden
Waters," “The Tsuican,'* Eic.

l Illustrationsby DON J. LAVIN

(Copyright, 1914, by Frank A. Munsey.)

1t was through some chicanery, ha
knew—some low-down trick on tha
part of Aragon—that his pardner had
been imprisoned, and he swore to have
him out or know the yeason why. Ei-
ther that or he would go after Aragon
and take it out of his hide.

it was outside Bud's simple code
even to question his pardner’s inno-
cence, but, innocent or guilty, he would
have him out if he had to tear down
the jail.

S0 he slapped his saddie-gun Into

| the siing, reached for his quirt, and |
| went

daghing down h
a turn in the road he came suddenly
upon Aragon and the rural, split a
leaned for-
ward as Copper Bottom burned up the
trail.

It was long since the shiny sorrel
had been given his head, and he néed-
ed neither whip nor spurs—but a mile

CAnVALL

| or two down the arroyo Bud suddenly

reined him in and locked behind. Then
he turned abruptly up the hillside and
jumped him out on a point, looked
again, and rode slowly back up the
trail.

Aragon and the rural were not in
sight—the question was, were they
following? For a short distance he
rode warily, not to be surprised in
his suspicion; then, as he found tracks
turning back, he gave head to his
horse and galloped swiftly to camp.

The horses of the meh he sought
stood at the edge of tife mine-dump,
and, throwing his bridle-rein down be.
gide them, Bud leaped off and ran up
the cut. Then he stopped short and
reached for his six-shooter, The two
men were up at the end, down on their
knees, and digging like dogs after a
rabbit.

So eager were they in their gearch
g0 confident in their fancied security,
that thev never looked up from their
worlk, and the tramp of Hooker's boots
was drowned by their grubbing until
he stcod above them. There he
paused, his pistol in hand, and waited |
grimly for developments.

“Ha!" cried Aragon, grabbing at a
piece of guartz that came up, “Agui lo
tengo!” He drew a second piece from
his pocket and placed them together.
*“Jt fs the same!"” he said.

Still half-buried in the excavation,
he turned suddenly as a shadow
crossed him, to get the light, and his
jaw dropped at the sight of Bud.

“I'll trouble you for that rock” ob-
served Bud, holding out his hand, and |
as the rural jumped, Aragon handed |
over the ore. There was a moment's
silence as Bud stood over them—then
he stepped back and motioned them
out with his gun. !

Down the jagged cut they hurried,
gewed into a guilty silence by his an-
ger, and when he let them mount|
without a word the rural looked back,
surprised. Even then Bud said noth.
ing, but the sewing of the Texan's gun
spoke for him, and they rode gulckly

' out of gight.

“You dad-burned greasers!” growled
Bud, returning his pistol with a jab
to its holster. Then he looked at the
ore. There were two pleces, one fresh-
dug and the other worn, and as he

gazed at them the worn piece seemed

strangely familiar. Aragon had been
comparing them—but where had he

| got the worn piece?

|

Once more Bud looked it over, and
then the rock fell from his hand. It
was the first plece they had found—
.Lhe piece that belonged to Phil!

CHAPTER XV.
When the eolid earth quakes, though
it move but a thousandth of an inch
beneath our feet, the human brain

| reels and we become dizzy, sick and

afraid. So, too, at the thought that
some trusted friend has played us

| {alse, the mind turns back upon itself
| and we doubt the stability of every-

thing—for a moment. Then, as we
find all the trees straight up, the world
intact, and the hills in their proper
places, we cast the treacherous doubts
aside and listen to the voice of reasor.

For one ‘awful moment Hooker saw
himself betraved by his friend, either
through weakness or through guile;
and then his mind straightened itself
and he remembered that Phil was in
jalil.

What more natural, then, than that
the rurales should eearch his pockets
and give the ore to Arzgon? He
stooped and picked up the chunk of
rock—that precious, pocket-worn spec-
{men that had brought them the first
promise of success—and wiped it on
his sleeve.

Mechanically he placed it beside the
other piece which Aragon had gouged
from the edge, and while he gazed at
them he wondered what to do—to
leave their mine and go to his friend,
or to let his friend wait and stand
grard by their treasure—and his heart
told him te go to his friend.

-

So he swung up on his horse and
followed slowly, and as soon as it was
dark he rtode gecrotly through Old
Fortuna afd on till he to the
juil. It wns a square stone structure,
built across the
tina in order
the drunks, und
and stared at it
thirough tis

“Hello thepo,

or.

came

aireet from the
to e conve nt
as Pud rode up close
some one hailed him

inr

* eulled Hook-
ewil ding over
to the biack
they hod v
“Twao d
inne: durkos
lifetinme to
Mexican i
jams—regu

eringe n nnd stri

“how Joug hieve

Lil from the
3 lihe o

“Well, 1 enre will!” answered Bud:
“what have they goil in
Whera"e cur friend, Don Juan?
didn’'t he let me know?”

“You can search me!” railed De
Lancey. “Seems like everybody quits
voun down here the minute you get
into trouble. 1 got arrested nizht be-
fore last by these d——d rurales—
Manuel Del Bey was behind it, vou
can bet your life on that—and 1've
been here ever sincel!”

“Well, what are you
Who do 1 go and eee?”

“Pinched for nothing!"” cried Da
Lancey tterly. “Pinched bhecause
I'm & Mexican citizen and ean’t pro-
tect myself! I'm incomunicado
three days!™

“Well, I'll

Vo for?

why

pinched for?

lor

EPt

yom out,

Jaamin

all riiht,”
=ald Honker gL agrinst
the bars. “Here, have a smoke—did
they frisk you of your makings?”

“Ne!" spapped De Laneey crossiy,
“but I'm out of evervthing by this
time. Bud, 1 tell you I've had a tirae
of it! They threw me lo here with
this crazy, murderigg Mexican and
1 haven't had a wink of slesp for two
days. He's quiet now, but I dont
want any more.”

“Well, say,” begsn Bud again, “what
are you charged with? DMaybe 1 can
grease somecbody's paw and get you
out tonight!™

There was

€«

e

an swkward
this, and finally De Lancey dropped
his white face against the hars and
his volice became low and beseeching.

“I'Il tell youn, Bud” he said, *l
haven't been quite on the square with
vou—I've been holdinz cut a little.
But you know how it is—when a fel-
low’s in love. IT've been guing to see '
Gracia!"™ |

“0Oh!” commented Hooker, cnd siood
very quiet while he waited.

“Yas. I've been going to see her,”
hurried on Phil. “1 know I promised;
but, honest, Bud, 1 couldi’t help it
1t just seemed as if my whole being
was wrapped up in her, and I had to
do it. She'd be loc ig for me when
I came and went—and then [ fixed it
with Ber maid to take her a lstter.
And then I met her secretly, back

pause at

i —— S

| why not?

“What Are You Pinched For?”

by the garden gate. You know they've
got some holes punched in the wall—
loopholed during the fight last sum-
mer—and we'd—"

“Sure, I'll take your word for that,”
broke in Hooker harshily. “Dut get to
the point! What are you pinched
for?"

“wWell” went on De Lancey, his
voice quavering at the reproof, 1 was
going to tell you, if you'll listen to me.
Somebody saw us there and told Ara-
gon—he shut kar-up for a punishment
and she slipped me out a note—well, 1
couldn’t - stand it—1 hired the string
band and we went down there in a
hack to give her a serenade. But this
cad, Monuel del Rey, who has been
acting like a jealous ass all along,
swooped down on us with a detach- '
ment of his rurales and took us all
to jail. e let the musicians out the
next morning, but I've been here ever
since.”

“Yes, and what are you charged
with?" demanded Ilud brusguely.

“Drunk.” confessed Phil, and
grunted.

“Huh!” he said “and me out watch-
ing that mine nicht and day!"

“Oh, 1 know I've done you dirt,
Bud," waiied Llle Lancey; “but 1 didn’t
mean to, and 1771 never do it again.”

wNever do what?' inquired Bud
roughly.

“1 wen't tonch another drop of
pooze as long as 'm in Mexico!" eried
PRil. “Not a drop!”

~And how about the girl?” continued
Bud inexorably. “Her old man was out
and tried to jump our mine today—
how about her?”

“wWell,” faltered De Lancey, “I'll—
ghe—"

“You know your promisel™

Bud

1
reminded

Bud,
“Yes;
YOu
thie niine
kuow.”
“Well 2
“Well, Arason eame around to me
last week and sald if 1'd give him a
half interest in it he'd—well, never
mind—Iit wis a great temptation. But
did 1 fall for it? Not on vour life! 1
know yvou, Bud, and 1 kunw you're hon-
est—you'd stay by me to the Jast
diteh, and I'll do the same by you.
But I'm in love, Bud, and that would
make a man forget his promise if he
waen't true as steel” :
“Yes," commentzd Hooker dryly. “l
don't recken I can count on you much
from now on. Here, take a look at
this and see what you make of it."” He
drew the piece of ore that he had
taken from Arsgon from his pocket
and held it up in the moonlight. “Well,
feel of it, then,” he said. “Shucks, you
pught to know that piece of rock, Phil
—it's the firest one we found in our
mine!”

NIt

1 know. But—oh, Bud, If you
how® loval I've been to yvou—if
w what offers I've resisted—
stands in my name, you

L1
R

» exclaimed De Lancey, start-
ing back; “why—where'd you get it?"

“Never mind where 1 got it!" an-
swered Hooker., “The gquestion is:
YWhat did you do with it?"

“Well, 1 might as well come through
with it,” confessed Phil, the last of his
gssurance gone. ‘I gave it to Graclal!™

“And | took it away from Aragon,”
centinved Bud, “while he was diggiong
some more chunks out of our mine, So
thiat is vour idea of being true as steel,

s it? You've done noble by me and
Kruzer, haven't you? Yes, you've been
a good pardner, 1 don't think!"

“Well, den't throw me down, Bud!”
pleaded Phil. *“There's some mistake
somewhere, Her father rust have
found it and taken it away! 1'd stake
my life on it that Gracia would never
betray me!” ‘

“Well, think it over for a while,”
suggested Bud, edging his words with
sarcasm. “I'm going up to the hotel!”

“No; come back!” cried De Lancey,
clamoring at the bars. “Come on
back, Bud! Here!"” he said, thrust-
ing his kend out through the heavy
irons. “I'll give you my word for it
—1 won't see her again until we get
our title! Will that satis{ly you? Then
give me your hand, pardner—I'm sorry
I did you wrong!™

“It ain’t me,” replied Hooker sober-
Iy, as he took the tremhling hand; “it's
Kruger., Buot'if you'll keep your word,
Phil, maybe we ean win out vet. I'm
going up to find the comisario.”

A brief interview with that smiling
individual and the case of Phil De
Lanfey was laid bare. He had been
engaged in a desperate rivalry with
Manuel del Rey for the hand of Gra-
cia Aragon, and his present incarcera-
tion was not only for singing rag-time
beneath the Aragon windows, but for
trying to whip the captain of the ro-
rales when the latter tried to place
Lhim under arrest. .

And De Lancey was the prizoner not
of the comisario, but of the captain of
the rurales. Sore at heart, Bud rade
up through the Mexican quarters to
the cuariel of the rurales, but the cap-
tein was inexorable.

“No, genor,” he sald, waving an elo-
guent finger before his nose, “1 cannot
rclease your friend. No, senor!™

“But what is he charged with?" per-
gisted Pud, “and when is his trial?
You can't keep him shut up without a
trial.”

At this the captain of the rurales
lifted his eyebrows and one closely
waxed mustachio and smiled mysteri-
cusly.

“Y como no?' he inquired. "And
Is he not a Mcxican citl-
zen 1"

“Well, perhaps he is!"™ thundered
Bud, suddenly rising to his full height,
“but 1 am not! | am an American,
eznor capitan, and there are other
Americans! If you hold my friend
without a trial 1 will come and tear
vour jail down—and the comisario will
not stop me, either!”

“Al!" observed the dandy little cap-
tein, shrugging his mustachio once

! more and blinking, and while Hooker

raged back and forth he looked him
over appraisingly.

“One moment!” he =aid at last, rais-
ing a quicting hand. *“These are peril-
cus times, senor, in which all the de-
fenders of Fortuna should stand to-
gether. 1 do not wish to have a dif-
farence with the Americans when Ber-
nardo Bravo and his men are march-
ing to take our town. No, I value the
friendship of the wvaliant Americans
very highly—so I will let your friend
go. But first he must promise me one
thing—not to trouble the Senor Ara-
gon by making further love to his
daughter!™

“Very well!” replied Bud. *“He has
alrendy promised that to me; so come
on and let him out.”

“To you?" repeated Manuel del Rey
with a faint smile. “Then, perhaps—"

“Perhaps nothing!" broke in Hooker
shortly. *“Come on!"™

e led the way impatiently while
the captain, his saber clanking, strode
out and rode beside him. He was not
a big man, this swashing captain of
the rural polce, but he was master,
nevertheless, of a great district, from
Fortuna to the line, with a reputation
for quick work in the pursuance of his
duty as well as in the primrose ways
ol love.

In the insvrrections and raidings of
the previous summer he had givea the
coup de grace with his revolver to
more than one embryo bandit, and in
liis love affairs he had shown that he
could be equally summary.

The elegant Feliz Luna, who for a
time had lingered near the charming

(To Be Continued)




